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HOW SOME OF OUR EARLY SPRING FISHERMEN ENJOYED ‘THE SATURDAY HOLIDAY.

Seine-fishing for suckers in the shallows of the Humber.

" SLAYING A HIPPO.

Half an hour’s silent march brings
us within sight of a small lake, a
short distance from the river; it is a
floating field; the roots of the rushes
have interlaced, weaving a big net-
work, under which the waters are im-

prisoned and jealously hidden, cov-+

ering unfathomat)le mysteries, an in-
finity of unknown lives. It is an ideal
garden of frail flowers born in stag-
nation. The lake is already surround-
ed; but before beginning the hunt the
chief prays for the preservation of all
those taking part from accident and
death. In the last hunt two men were
killed and several hurt, by a furious
hippo coming charging out of the
water, trampling and crushing all
that he met on his path.

The chief prays; standing before a
hole in the ground in which he has
placed an. offering of tobacco, he pro-

nounces in a loud voice an invocation |

to the protecting spirits; all the hunt-
ers squat on the ground and clap
their hands—not in the noisy Euro-
pean fashion, but by striking the two
palms ome against the other.”

The chief breaks the spell—he stands
up and gives his orders. All rise, and
at a signal the men go down upon the
green carpet of floating field. Com-
plete silence again—we hold our breath
in anxious expectation. The hippo is
invisible; if he is there he is hidden
under the moving vault. ‘"The blacks
never lose sight ?f him for a moment;
the circle closes in; for an instant they
fear that he will escape them by go-
ing out toward the river, and  they
hurry after him with lances poised;
but he goes back to the middle of the
lake by an underground passage. A
man s knocked over; jostled by the in-
visible animal, he loses (his footing
and falls. The hippo is  here—quite

NEW PAVILION AT THE ISLAND.

Construction party placing the steel and iron work of the building which

last season.

replace the one desfroyed by fire

FIVE CRACK BOWLERS OF TORONTO. .
From left to right: Stephen Hewgill, D. M. Wellwdwnd, C. J. Hughes, A. E.
Hague, J. Jupp. These gentlemen won the Hewitt Trophy last season.

LEAF BUD.
By Mary Brotherton.

“This was the text” (he said)
“Of a sermon preach’d to me;”

Touch’d with his finger the red
Leaf-bud on a leafless tree.

“Yea, for this tiny thing,

Red speck, that I show you here,
Is the beating heart of Spring

In the dry bones of the Year.”

One was my all, and died;
And faith lay dead in his grave;

{
i

| -‘hand.

First “Taxi” Used by Chinese.

Giligulidea is the name of the elev-
enth century taxicab as used by the
Chinese. Ie means ‘“counting mile
drum” car, and'Wwas a vehicle with a

single shaft, run{ning on two wheels,
and consisting of two storeys.. In each
of these compartments was a wooden
figure holding a mallet in the right
These mallets struck upon a
drum in the lower storey and upon a

' gong in the upper storey. When the

' glligulidea had traversed a given pre-

determined distance the lower figure
struck the drum ‘with 1{ts mallet,
whereupon a cogwheel made a revolu-
tion. When ten miles had. been trav-

GETTING READY FOR FIRST TRIP OF THE SEASON.

Painters and carpenters putting lake boat in repair at Yonge-street Whart.

close to us—we see the grasses move.
poon with a strong cord attached to
it. A shout of joy goes up; the har-
With great skill a man throws a har-
poon stays upright, firmly planted in
the animal’s back. He disappears
once more, and the crowd of hunters
pursues him closely. A second and
a third harpoon are successfully
thrown, and--the ends of the ropes
quickly passed to men in canoes.
They pull at.the animal, which strug-
gles and resists, and pushing up his
head bellows furiously. He plunges
down again, pulling after him the can-
oes and paddlers. There is an anx-
fous moment, but the weight of num-
bers tells, and he is brought back to
the surface. Finding he cannot es-
cape, he becomes infuriated; he fights
and struggles and throws himseilf
against the canoes, biting at them with
his huge jaws; he turns and attempts
to charge, then tries again to wreck
the canoes. It is too dangerous a game
to be allowed to continue, and the
men close in and spear him to death
with their long lances. His death is
almost pathetic; with an_effort he lifts
his forequarters out of the water and
rests his head sadly against the side
of a canoe. Then his head falls, his
eyes close, and he dies.—From an ar-
ticle in- Harper’'s Weekly.
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e EAST TORONTO SPORTSAII'N HOLID BIG SHOOT.

St,aple_s ‘tun Club,

made,

East Toronto, holding the first match of the séason, when some exceptionally high scores were

SPRING DAY ON WEST ISLAND POINT.

I2 the distance is Humber Bay and Exhibition Buildings.

the sea-gulls are regaling themselves,

In the foreground

is a solid block of ice, on which

TRADERS
BANK

OF CANADA

HAS QPENED
BRANCHES AT

Hé.ile.ybux:y,
Porcupine
Matheson

and is prepared to re-
ceive collections, docu-
ments in escrow, and
to transact a General
Banking Business, with
such specialties as are
incidental to a mining
region. -

STUART STRATHY,
General Manager

NATIONAL ° CEMENT
k VAULT is not what seme
people might supposs, s
burlal easket, but a
S e——— receptacle to take the ;
T of a rough-box in which the
Eeaes casket is placed,

In most cemeteries water will be found
after digging down a few feet and ma
our product is waterproof and ew:
anyone can readily see the advantage
has over the ordinary burial

One of the highest endersements whish
could be given for them, is that they have
bee.. used the Superintendents of
Cemeteries in their own families, and two
Superintendents of our large Cemeteries
have been buried in them by their om
wish—Extraet from letter of recommends-
tion from Pittsburg, Pa.

Sold by all leading undertalrers.
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Canadian Vault Co.,us

Phone Main 2978 492 Richmond'st. W,

Cough, Cromp,
Sore Throat,

Coughs, Bron-

. You sleep” chitis, Oolds,
“Used while Diphtheria, Catarrh.
VAPORIZED CRESOLENE stops

the paroxysms of Whooping Co

Ever-dreaded Croup cannot exist

where Cresolene is used. It acts

diréctly on the nosesand throat,
making breathing easy in the case
of colds; soothes the sore throa

and stops the cough. 4
CRESOLENE is a powerful germ-

icide, acting both as a curative and
reventive in contagious' diseases.

; to sufferers from

E’'S best. rec-

ommendation is its 30 years of sue-
cessful use. For sale by all drug-
sts. Send Postal for Descriptive

Booklet. Cresolene Antiseptic

Tablets for the irritated thi of

your druggist or from us, 10c In

stamps.

THE LEEMING-MILES CO., Limited

Canadian Agents, :

Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal,

‘ Canada.

ersed the upper figure struck the gong
with its mallet. £
Sometimes the gilligulidea had a dom-
pass, which was invaluable in an age
when there were no landmarks and
signposts. There was also a magnet.
This was located in a small bex and
influenced a block upon which there
was fastened a small jade or wooden
figure, whose outstretched arm al-
ways pointed due south.

IN A LONDON SQUARE.
By A. H. Clough.

Put forth thy leaf, thou lofty plans,
East wind and frost are safely gone;
With zephyr mild and balmy rain
The summer comes serenely on;
Earth, air, and sun and skies combine
To promise all that’'s kind and fair:
But thou, O human heart of mine,
Be still, contain thyself, and bear,

December days were brief and chill,
The winds of March were mild
and drear,
And, nearing and receding stil],
Spring never would, we- thought, be
here.
The leaves that burst, the sun that
shines,
Had, not the less, their certain date:
And thou, O human heart of mijne,
Be still, refrain thyself, and wait.

TOO TRUE!

“There are no- martyrs these days.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that.”

“Do you think there are any peonle
to-day who would suffer tortures for
their beliefs?” o

“My wife believes that an 18-inch
walist looks better than a 22, and I
thing she suffers a lot of genuine tor-
ture because of that belief.”—Houaston
Post.

Nc praying, no praise, T cried:
He took back all that He gave,

The elm stood black in snow,
And black in the snow stood I:

And thought in my rage of woe,
God laugh’d at his creature’s cry.

Death in my barren soul:
And death in the elm tree bare;
Then sunset flamed on the bole,
And I saw the red bud there,

“Nothing I slay but Death:
Nor take, but I give again;”
God spake to me under His breath.
And He did not heal my pain.

But in my wintry grief:

And straight on my frozen sorrow,
There quicken’d the pulse—Belief:
° There crimson’d the bud—To-morow.

In the Bogk of the Lord,
The sky,” and the earth, and sea,
I kiss’d the verse of His word,
The bud on a winter tree.

The Commander-in-Chief,
(Everybodyv’s).
“What distinguished foreigner as-
sisted the colonies in the American

Revolution?” agked an Ohio teacher.
“God,” answered Tommy promptly.

WHY NOT TRY US?

We are oonclusively demonstrating every day
- that select dressers are willing to patronize a
home tailor, providing they are given better out
designs and material than can be secured in the
“High-Rent” and “High-Price” distriot down

town.

Suits Range

From $15.00

STONE & CO.

800 Queen St. West -

- Opposite Portland St.




